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XV

Dawn six. Tea and cold bread. Start seven. Riding
very painful. Mudawwara lies almost due south. But
Sudan insists on moving W.S.W. "For water/' he
says. I don't believe it. However, maalesh. Take no
notice.

XVI

With any luck I have got an hour to write. I am quite
exhausted, and I have lost track of the date. I have
also lost some skin and an illusion, but not, I hope, my
sense of humour.

Yesterday it was obvious we were travelling W.S.W.
while Mudawwara lay S.S.E.

"We must have water. The way we're going there
is water. Masses of water.''

I gave up trying to write notes at the noon halt
because Sudan kept saying, " We must go. We must
get to the water/' and " Have you finished yet ? When
you get to the bottom of the page that will be the end/'
So we trudged on westward over hill and down wadi
of this same black limestone of which I'm now tired.
Sudan rides his camel so neatly that from a distance he
looks like a jockey on a racehorse, while I lumber along
like a Brobdingnag on a dinosaur.

When one is wounded in battle, the feeling of duty